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of the Luxembourg Gardens. In front of the monument
stood a little group of civilians, the surviving friends
and relatives of Ney, a deputation of people from Saar-
louis (to strike a note of the cooperage), and Dupin -with
the younger Berryer, recalling the trial.
There was a short religious rite, after which St. Arnaud
spoke of Ney's great services to his country, the internal
discords from which had arisen his passing -weakness, a
weakness that must finally be lost in the all-encompassing
glories of his career. The veil dropped, and to a salute
of guns and music the statue was revealed while the
troops marched past with a flourish of sword and
colour.
There were two bases of attention; the monument,
and a little grey-haired old woman who was there -with
her three soldier sons; General Joseph Napoleon Ney,
General Michel Ney, and Colonel Edgar Ney. The bands
rose to a crescendo. ^The filing feet might have been
marking another of those pirouettes which had startled
Europe, or going into position at Jena or on the plain
of Friedland. But now they were sounding in repara-
tion, an act that was hardly as real in her estimate (for
such is the perversity of time) as the days when, as
Mademoiselle Aglae, she had queened it in Josephine's
train at Malmaison, with its long June of bird-songs and
scent of roses, its shady gateway and walks set -with beds
of tulip and hyacinth where, under the eyes of marble
gods and to the echo of church bells from over the fields
at Reuil, she had pondered the suit of a certain cavalry
general and found him wanting.
Now, with their three sons to witness, she was holding
a place of honour on that day of atonement. But how
grey it had found her! And the wild garden odour was
vanished, the cascade silent, the marble gods were
cracked and weatherbeaten, and Josephine, too, had died,
died in her careful billow of pretty ribbons and rose
satin, in that same year of Napoleon's abdication and
the storm, which had blinded the Marshal.
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